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My Salvation 


"This is the end, isn't it?" 
"No, It will never end. You can't leave me." 
The words echo.. 


Something broke inside. It happened the minute he walked out, the very second he left me. It was like being 


awakened from a deep sleep, like | was alive for the first time in ages. 


Alive and aware, but | was still dying. The end of love, the end of my dependence, the beginning of the end of 
my life. | was no longer entangled in the threads of this relationship, | wasn't a captive to him anymore. But | 


wasn't free. 
Everything had changed yet it had stayed the same. | was miserable still. Why was | forced to suffer? What 
did | do? Had | done anything in this life to deserve the suffering | endured. As a little kid, did | deserve the 


abuse | was given. Was my purity and innocence tainted because | was a horrible person? Was this my twisted 


and sick Karma? To never find comfort or peace? To wander this life alone and dejected? 


And yet, what had | done to stop this? Nothing. | had continued this vicious cycle. Pain for pain. Love rewarded 


with misery. 

He was gone. Who did | have? | had no one to cling to. No one to tell me it was gonna be alright. He wasn't 
there to hold me or just listen. He left. He left me! Because | drove him there. Because | never gave back the 
love he gave me. 

The dam was broken and my emotions poured out of the floodgates without restraint. 

It was a realization a horrible truth that had jolted me to my senses. It was something | couldn't face yet it 
was something | had to accept. | was condemned. | was in this hell | had built for myself and no one could save 
me from it. Not Slash, not Erin, not Stephanie. | was alone in my damnation. 

And with that horrible truth, | stood there, the knife quivering in my hand, the tip already tinged crimson | 
had scared off everyone, murdered every relationship | had. Destroyed all threads of humanity and goodness. 
Pain, just pain and hatred. It was only me in this hell. | had just hurt the last person who tried to help me; | 
had forced him out. 

What could save me? Who could save me? 

Jesus? God? Myself? Slash? 

It hurt.it hurt so bad. But it always did. | was brought up in it. Pain and my pride were all | had. 

But | wanted to be free! | was alive, yet dead. Shattered, but held together. Lost, yet clinging to my lonely road. 
Slash was free. Where was my salvation?! 

| grip the knife and scream my frustrations out to an empty house, from an empty soul. Tears pour down my 
cheeks and | don't dare wipe them away. | want to feel anything, just not hate. Why was | incapable of love? 


Who could rescue me? | wanted my heaven! But no, the fires awaited me. 


| wanted release, to have a soul. | wanted to be fixed. To have everything | could never get back. My innocence, 


my love.. 
| touch the end of the knife, its not my blood. | rub his blood all over my face. He couldn't save me 
Blood sets you free, doesn't it? It gives salvation | learned that as a kid, back in Sunday school 

But whose blood? 


In a rage, | bring the knife and slash my chest open. The blood drips down, l'm fascinated by it. It hurts, but | 
enjoy it. 


Maybe its my blood.. 


| smear the blood around, rubbing it all over my body. | hug my chest, watching as the scarlet drips down my 


stomach and soaks my ponts. 
Is this it? Is this my salvation? 


| stagger into the bathroom and look at myself. A tiny man in a huge room. Crazy as fuck and can't do a thing 
about it. 


And | smile. 


"You can't leave me." 


